The other could thine heritage invade,

O be thou nail'd unto my heart,

And crucify'd again:

Part not from it, though it from thee would part,

But let it be, by applying so thy pain,

Drown'd in thy blood, and in thy passion slain.

The Holy Ghost

O Holy Ghost! whose temple I

Am, but of mud walls and condensed dust,

And being sacrilegiously

Half wasted with youth's fires of pride and lust

Must with new storms be weather-beat,

Double in my heart thy flame,

Which let devout sad tears intend, and let

(Though this glass lanthorn, flesh, do suffer maim)

Fire, sacrifice, priest, altar, be the same,

The Trinity

O Blessed, glorious Trinity!

Bones to philosophy but milk" to faith.

Which, as wise serpents diversely

Most sJIpp'riness, yet most entanglings hath,
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